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To my very good Friend Mr. Thomas 
Gataker, on his publiſhing his Orzx 4 
called, The Jealous Clown: Or, the 
Lucky Miſtake. 


OUR Maiden Works foretell, a fertile Brain 
Produc'd the vaſt Increaſe ;, and may your Gain 
Anſwer your Wiſh in cery ſingle Thought, 
Till your rich Brow be with the Laurel fraught. 
Riſe, my brave Friend, and in thy youthfal Days 
Shew to Mankind thou'rt worthy of the Bays. 
Let Swains and Nymphs thy ſofteſt Numbers ſing, 
Be thou the Darling of their laſting Spring. 
Equal (and, if thou canſt, ſurpaſs) the brave, 
Whoſe Deeds remain, though they are in the Grave. 
Immortal be thy Praiſe, as is thy Verſe, 
Which Men in aftertimes may ſtill rehearſe. 
What, the thy Muſe ſpeaks not a lofty Stile, 
Thy inward Heart at thy Succeſs will [mile. 
My Friend's Quietus as my own 7 prize, 
To gain his Wiſh I'd be aà Sacrifice. 
True to each ſingle Truſt, gen'rous and free, 
Gallant and brave, with all in Unity, © 
If I'm too ſlack in praiſing of my Friend, 
Forgive that Fault 1 never did intend. 


Doctors Commons, Yours to Command, 
Dec. 14. 1730, 


T. KEEN, 


oy | 
B'S 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M R N. 


Sir Timothy Gripe, a U/urer, Mr. Bardin. 


Lovewell, a Gentleman in Love 
with Leonora, | * Mr. S- oppeler. 


Friendly, Bis Friend, Mrs. Thomas, 
Clown, in Love with Margery, Mr. Pearce. 


Porter, Servants, &c. 


* 
% 


—_ WOMEN 14 
4 . 2 


5 * Daughter 10 Sir Ti- SIT 
* +. mothy, iz Love with Love- > Miſs Smiths 
well, a 1 


Margecy Sir Timoth s Maid, * ; 
in in Low with the Gown, wo: Min. Palmer ji 


The Fealous Clown : 


OR, THE 


LUCKY MISTAKE. 
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SCENE I. 4 Room in Sir Timothy's 
_ 


a 5 te 

1 Enter Sir Timothy and Sgryants. 

== Fe FELL children are Children, 
9 |; | ; — — * 


will continue in ſpite of Oppo- - 
ſition— Certainly if Men did 

but conſider what they're ahout, 
when they're anſwering the End of their Creati- 
on, they'd faulter in their Work for fear of getting 
a Girl;, ay, a Girl; for of all Plagues to a Father, 
fure a Daughter is the worſt——I have but one 
now, for which Heaven be praiſed, and ſhe's the 
eternal Diſturber of my Quiet, and only to keep 
her from the penetrating Inſinuations of ſome 
powder'd Coxcomb or other; for adod now-a-days 
a ſmooth Tongue is the beſt Bait in Europe for a 
young Girl Let me ſee! This by Chance, For- 
the | tune 


Troubles are Troubles, and 


* 


* * * of 
- - — CE omIAT 


tune threw in my Way——T warrant it ome 
ing Lover's laſt LIFT; or an Aſſi — 


(Reads) 
Fair ANGEL, 


5 E at the uſual Place, and Time, in the Garde 

where Dll have ſuch Things in gaudi e 
Don may make your Eſcape from the Tyrant your Far. 
E aud reſt ſecurely in the Arms of him, who is 


/ 
X# 


Your languiſhing Admirer, ö 


LOVEWBLE, 


A very pretty Concluſion, indeed, for a Fellow 


£perhaps that has no more Value for her than a 


Toſter - monger, except it be for her Money 


Look'e my Lads, have an Eye on my Garden 
Wall this Night, T'll watch with ye——if ye ſee 


6 The JeALovs Crown: Or, * 


any one endeavouring to get over, inform me of * 


it, d'ye hear away then to your Poſts 


82 


AIR I. Come my brave Hearts. 


How Happy is he, 
That from Troubles is free, 
bilſt others at theirs are repining : 
But none can compare, 
| What Sorrows ſoe er, 
With thoſe that in Wedlock are joining. 
| For when you are in 


That double-curſt Gin, 5 12 
. The Fruits of your Pleaſure &erafter, 


Are that you will be 
From Troubles ue er free, 


£ of 4 . 7 


2 Aug Perhaps with 1% wor. that S4 Dante ; 


+ 
* 
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The Lucxy MISTAXKE. 

Tf this hot T over does come, he'll meet with a 
warm Reception, that is, to be toſs'd in a Blan- 
ket, and well cudgelld afterwards —— So Mr. 
ns look to your elf. W 


- 
— a ä 
1 * "I hl 8 n 


DP 1 


SCE N E II. The Outſide of a Garden Mall. 


Enter Clown. 


” _ Clown. Avore God, to be in Lore is the De- 
5 vil, and all his Works; and then to be Jealous, 
; 
5 
ö 
: 


is worſe than either True, Sir Timothys Maid 
Margery has often told me that fhe dilpetts me: 
Now was I fatisfy'd that ſhe did, d' 8 IZe 
then be eaſy but I have a ſtrange 3 that 
ſhe has ſome other Suitoror whom ſhe diſpects 
more Now how I may be fatisty'd o'thac, I 
daun't know: However, Ize think — Oh! tis 
only my climbing o'er yon Wall, and ſo thorow 
Sir Timothy's Garden, to the Back- houſe, Where 
I «an ſe all o'er the Kichin, and I-Cod, an there 

be any won wi'her, why then, d'ye mind me, he 
* feels the Breadth o my Fiſt - if not, Ie een 
march Home much better pleas'd than I came. : 


l * 
A 


AIR II. The Jealous Clown. 


That Lover is happy in Thought, 

V les certain be is of his Dear; 

tf Jealous, then nought can be wrought 
On bis reſtleſs Brain, but Deſpair. 
He tumbles, and foes all Night, 
His Buſi 22 too is neglected, 

And till he is ſatisfy'd r12h, 

His Mind it is prangly affee? d. JET 
mot mount the. yl, hummipg the Tue 
48 he goes. ] JU | Enter 


43 
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8 The Jeatovs Clown: Or, 


| | Enter Sir Timothy and Servants with a Blanket, 

Si, Tim. Keep cloſe my Lads——ſoftly— 
| if ye fee any body, beſure ye tell me — Ha, ha, 

| I can hardly forbear laughing to think what a 
| 


Diſappointment this vigorous young Rake-hell 
will meet with —— A very pretty Aſſignation in- 
deed, to be well baſtinado'd — and a-dod, fo old 
as I am, he ſhall have cauſe to remember the 
Weight of my Arm. 
| Clown. (Puffing and blowing) A plaguey high 
If Wall this ——I-Cod an it were Mid-night, 1 
| ſhdu'd fancy the Devil ow'd me a Grudge, and 
il ſo hung at my Arſe to be reveng'd——Up Bun- ; 
" gy ——(as ſtraining). | 
1 1 Sir Tim. Oh, ho! are you there, my dear Im- 
11 pudence—— how eager the Dog is——never was a 
young Stallion in more haſte for a Tit-bit, than 
this Son of a Whore is for my Daughter; but 
PII quell his feveriſh Blood, a laſcivious Dog — 
Where are ye, my Boys, now for the Honour of |: 
the Family ye live in D'ye ſee that Fellow {| 
yonder—— haſte then with the Blanket, and be 
ſure ye ſhake him heartily Be cautious how 
ye go make no Noile, left he diſcovers ye—— 
[The Servants creep to the Wall and pull him 
backwards into the Blanket, in which they toſs 
him for ſome time, be crying out Murder, Help, 
Help, &.] | 
Sir Tim. Hold, hold, enough — now tumble 
the Villain out, that he may have a little Crat- 
tree Chaſtiſement. T'll teach the Raſcal to climb 
Walls — Sirrah ! from whence come you? whi- 
ther was you going? who are you? LStriting him. 
Clown. Who am TI ? I-Cod, I don't know 
I'm hardly my ſelf yet, | [Shrugg. 
S ES Sir Tim. 


: 1/3 Servant. Egad, the old Knight has pepper'd | 
him. 


J A Sto 


De Lucxy Mrs TAK . 9 

bir Tim. Sirrah, I ſuſpe& you for a deſigning 
Raſcal, a Rogue, whoſe Intent was to ſteal my 
Daughter, Sirrah ; I fay, you're ſome Wolf in 
Sheep's Cloathing Striking him. 

Clown (Shrugging) Look'ee, Sir, I daun't know 
what Cloathing Ize be in, but I'm ſure 'tis well 
laced —— 

Sir Tim. Sirrah, your Inſolence is inſufferable, 
and ought to be cucb'd—— therefore I'Il take 
upon me to do't, as thus (Beats him round the 
Stage) There — now be gone away, I ſay! 
leſt you provoke my Choler to a higher Pitch 
4 ? (in a Paſſion—— Clown runs out, often turning and 
muttering) So ! now I think I've cur'd this 


> Hot-taild Clamberer from ever attempting to aſ- 

- fail my Walls again—— Now for the Plague my 

> Daughter, and give her a little Chaſtiſement 
Come, my Lads, I'll reward your Pains. 

[ Exit Sir Tim. 


5 24 Servant. Ay, and ſalted him too, for he has 
leſt a damn'd ſavory Smell behind. [Ex. Servants. 


CO ak OT . we on er a ry Hr 0 


5 SCENE III. Ai open Place. 
| | 
; Enter Lovewell mu/ing. 


Love. Curſt Fortune — To be thus blaſted in 
all my Deſigns; and without further Hope of 
gaining her —— O! how I am tortur'd, I'm 
Virackd e'en to the utmoſt Limits of Deſpair! 
and all in vain 


4 


AIR 


. ' 


to The JeaLovs Crown: Or, 


AIR III. No ſcornful Beauty e'er ſhall boaſt. 


How awful Beauty does invade 
The Conqueft which fhe makes ; 

Aſſiſt, O Venus! grant your Aid, 
Or elſe my Life ſhe takes. 


Ambitions Love, your Help intreats, 
To graſp the wiſb d. for Prize; 

Or Fortune, who my Bliſs defeats, 
Will baulk me h Surprize, 


Now, let me conſider — perhaps my diſtracted 
Brain may yet produce ſomething in my Behalt— 


[ Pauſes. | 
Enter Friendly to him, ſlaps him on the Shoulder. 


Frien. Ned Lovewell and thoughtful ! What a 


Pox ails you? Why thou haſt the very Aſpett of |. 


Jll-nature ! You look as croſs as an Old Woman, 
and as ſurly as the Devil. f 
Love. Welcome, dear Friendly /—— Fortune, 1 
find, begins to re-afſume her uſual Cuſtom, by 
bringing to me the Man I wiſh'd for. (Embraces 
him.) ; 
Bias What the Devil haſt thou to do with 
Fortune! 
Love. Nothing, but ſhe has play'd the Devil 
with me. 1 
Frien. How ? 4 
Love. Wh ly, ſhe has fed me up with the bloom- p 
ing Hopes of a pretty Girl, and dropt me in the 
midſt of my P urſuit but damn her, like a 
Jile as ſhe is, I this Moment diſclaim all Alliance . 
with her My Friend is now my only For- 
| tune 


— y * bt . oy 
— 


— F K i 
-> 


The Lucky MISTAKE. 11 


tune — Faith Jack, you cou'dn't have come at 
a more lucky Time to ſerve me. ; 

Frien. Bleſt be that Minute, in which I can 
do my Friend a Kindnels. 

Love. And happy's the Man, that can boaſt of 


juch a Friend. 
AIR IV. If Phyllis denies me Relief. 


Frien. Tho Int'reſt is &ery one's Suit, 
And few that in Friendſhip abound ; 
Zet here you may end your Purſuit, 
Aſſur'd that a Friend you have found. 


Well — but prithee inform me, in what I'm to 
be of Service to you I'm impatient till J hear 
1. 

Love. T'll tell you — There's a bright Star 
conceal'd by a dark Cloud, which we muſt diſ- 
perſe, or (to ſpeak more intelligibly) an earthly 
Angel, under the juriſdiction of an old Curmudgeon, 
her Father, whoſe Deity's his Gold To this 
fair Nymph, the Idol of my Soul, I have made 
my Addreſſes ; and ſhe (like her Mother Venus) as 
kindly admits *em — I have often wrote to her, and 


ſhe has as often anſwer'd me. In my laſt (having 


made ſeveral Efforts, and all in vain) I had form'd 
a Plot to convey her over the Garden Wall, but 
my Letter was intercepted by the old Argus, 
which I no ſooner heard, but all my Hopes were 
blaſted at once but racking my Thoughts 


tor ſome new Invention, at laſt I hit on one, in 

which I muſt beg your Aſſiſtance — but hiſt ! 

I hear ſome body coming — If you'll take a 

Turn Fl acquaint you with my Deſign, which 
we'll put in Execution immediately. Die wa 

Frien. Agreed — LExeunt, 

8 5 B 2 Enter 


1— 


— — rern n rr — DD * 
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Enter Clown (ſhrugging.) 


AIR V. Three Sheep-skins. 


Wounds ! how my Back does ach, 
Pox confound. ye: 
Here a Blow, 
And there a 2 ; 
Ob! how he has bang d me. 
When e'er I ſpoke a Word, 
Then he gave me 
Such a Thwack 
Acroſs my Back 
Zounds ! I Flieve 2 lam'd me. 


Sure, never was poor Fellow fo drubb'd as I have 
been, and all for nought — Now hong me, if I 
dont believe the Devil was conſulted, when that 
Wood was invented A Crab-tree ! ! none but 
ſuch a croſs-grain'd ſort of a Fellow, as the De- 
vil, cou'd ever think of ſuch a crabbed Name — 
And then again, the Fiſt that held it was as ſour 
as the Stick — and neither Arm nor Cudgel had 


any more Mercy on my Back, than if it bad been 


ſo much Iron — but M iſhaps leldom come alone— 
or elſe I ſhou'd have thought, to be in Love was 
Trouble enough for one Man — but to be fo 
heartily thraſh'd, as I have been, is worſer than 
Love, with a Pox to t. 


Enter to bim Margery. 


| Marg. What makes you look ſo croſs to-day 
Roger. 

Clown ſhruggin ou'd you had as much Cauſe 

(frugging) Wou'd y- —,“ 4 


Marg, 


The Lucky Mis TAKE. 14 


Marg. Your Coldneſs to me, of late, has made 
me ſomewhat uneaſy — for I can't ſpeak to you, 
t but you frown and look as ſurly _—. Indeed, 
* Roger, I'm afraid you are 

5 Clown. Right 
f Marg. What 
14 


Clown. Jealous. 


1 Marg. I know not your Meaning. 
7 Clown. In plain ſpeaking then — I'm afraid 
' you don't love me ſo well as you ſhou'd — fo 
therefore I have Reaſon to believe that you have 
ſome other Suitoror. 
Marg. Unkind Roger, 
: Clown. Unkinder Margery. 
> Marg. You accuſe me of a Thing, which Hea- 
ven knows is falſe; for I ever did — But fi 
Uſage as this I can't bear. | 


AIR VI. Gillion of Croydon. 


Baſe Man to think ſo ill of me, 
When You know I others might have; 
But now you've had your Fill of me, 
And wou'd leave me like a falſe Slave. 
Go treacherous Man as thou art, 

27 This Moment Il from you depart; 

* But am reſolv d to marry any one, 

And Ill not any ſhun, 

So { be, 

Reveng'd on thee, 


Since that you do prove a falſe Knave. (going) 


Oels mn l oe FO 


DR "0% 
- . 


Clown. Nay, but ſtay, Margery — if what I 
y * .amagind be wrong, d'ye ſee —- Ize be fatisfy'd. 


The IEALOUS Crow nx: Ox, 


* 
AIR VII. Country Farmer. 


If what I have ſaid, 
Your Love hath allay'd, 
1 prithee for once do forgive me; 
And hereafter I'll be, 
More loving to thee, 
If once more, my Love, you'll receive me. 
And a Day ſhall not paſs, 
But I'll bring you, ſweet Laſs, 
What e er you ſhall think worth receiving. 
And Ize do my Endeavour, 
To pleaſe you for ever, 


If now you'll be kind and forgiving. 


Marg. Well, Roger, for once I will — But 
what Reaſon had you to think I'd forſake you? 
Clown. Why faith, Margery, my Mind has been 
in a Hurly-burly theſe two or three Days —and 
I cou'dn't beat it out of my Head but what you 
was falſe ; and Folk, you know, are willing to be 
fatisfy'd —— But now I hope ware Friends a- 
ain — 
N Marg. Ay — but the next Time, Roger — re- 
member —— farewel: — My Maſter'II want me. 
Exit. 


Clown Solus. 


I-Cod this is a comical Way of being left me- 
thiaks the next Time. remember —— 


farewel — my Maſter'll want me; why, who 
the Pox ſhould ſhe obey firſt, he that is her Ma- 
ſter for the preſent —or I that am to be for ever 
ſhe certainly has ſome other Suitor, that's flat - 
Nay, I'm ſure on't, it runs in my Mind fo huge- 


9 
x 
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The LuCKxy MISTAKE. TY 
Iy — Led T'll have tother Tryal in ſpite of 
ceatin®— perhaps I may diſcover ſomething yet. 
So Mr. Crab, dye fee, Ize bid Defiance both to 


you and your Maſter. Exit. 


— 


SCENE IV. Opens and diſcovers Leonora rea- 
ding; ſhe ſhuts the Book and advances Sir 
Tim. Iiſtening. 


Leo. What with Reading! Vexing ! Thinking ! 
and Writing ſo, makes me almoſt weary of my 
Life — and all upon my dear Mr. Lovewell's Ac- 
count —— Well! he's a ſweet Man, and every 
Thing he has is ſweet — and in ſpite of all my 
Father's Perſuaſions to the contrary, I find that 
I muſt; nay, do and will love him — and to 
fatisfy him that I do, I'd ftrive hard but I'd get 
up the Chimney to ſee him — if aſſur d he was 
there to receive me. 

Sir Tim. (Aſide) Here's a dutiful Child — 

amn her. 

Leo. Good Law! how my Heart beats — I 
vow I can almoſt hear it — pit-a-pat, pit-a-pat 
(bolding her Hand to her Heart.) — Well — I wiſh 
nothing has happen'd to Mr. Louewell, that I 
haven't heard from him ſo long . He pro- 
mus'd to free me from the old Dragon, my Fa- 
ther — and not let him keep me here ſtew'd up 


like a Nun. 


AIR 


1416 The Jeatovs Crown: Or, 


AIR VIII. Tweed Side. 


How happy are Children when free, 

Tho deftin'd their Fortunes to try; 

Ob! think, my dear Lovewell, on me, 

Tour Promiſe perform, or I die. ö 
My Father ſo cruel is grown, 

My Priſon no longer can bear, 

All Duty is from me now flown : | 
Make haſte and convey me from here. 


Sir Tim. (Aſide) Say you ſo, my dear Crocodile; | 
ſince I am a Dragon, beware my Fury ves i 
up to her) — How does my Dear — let me ſee! 
(Feels ber Pulſe) — are you well my Chicken — , 
I fancy not — your Blood ſeems feveriſh —— | 
Don't you fancy ſtrange Things ſometimes — ſuch 
as flying in the Air, creeping up Chimneys, and 
ſuch like, hah anſwer me, my Love if 

ou're ſo good at climbing up Chimneys, I muſt = 
have a Watch over you — but I am apt to be- + 
lieve ſuch Thoughts will go off, when proper 
Remedies are apply'd What think you orf 
being chain'd to your good Behaviour, leſt in 
| one of theſe mad Thoughts you ſhould do your -- 
| ſelf a Miſchief, by making too great an Attempt *' _ 
— Or what think you of ſharing the Fate of your © 


j dear Lovewell, that is, to have two or three o 
| your Ribs broke with a good Cudgel? — I think |. 
| I've diſabled that poaching Varlet from ever com- 
ning again — If any of his Bones has eſcap'd m ; 4 
Rage, Fortune has been more favourable than 2 
intended — (Leonora /ighs) — Come, come, you 
had better be contented to be ſtew'd up like a 
| Nun, with a Competency, than to live as a 
Beggar at Liberty ——— 
AIR 
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AIR IX. The Wheel of Life. 


4 Your Love Intrigue I am no Stranger to, 
Bat caſt off all ſuch Thoughts, or elſe {ll caſt off you : 
M Mind you now do know, my Word you need not 
4 | doubt; 

So think, h think, -what tis you are about. 
[Leonora leans penſively againſt the Scenes, 


Enter a Servant. 


A Gentleman, Sir, deſires to ſpeak with you — 
he's here. 


Enter Friendly, delivers a Letter to Sir Timothy, 
who 


(Reads) 
Friend Gripe, 

NE aſſur d from me that the Bearer hereof, John 
Friendly by name, is a ſufficient Man — but 
at this Time wants an hundred Pounds; which if 
Jou lend him, you may depend on his own Note as 


4 @ ſufficient Security. From 
| Your Friend 


PIN CA. 


Frien. What fay you, Sir — can you aſſiſt me? 
Sir Tem, Muſt you have it juſt now? 

— Frien. Immediately, Sir — or it will be of no 
| 2 Service to me. 

Sir Tim. Well, Sir, to oblige my Friend 
Ful let you have it. 

= +Frien. I ſhall take it as a very great Favour; 
and as an Acknowledgement of it, I hope * 
EN e ö @ 


r 


* 


19 The fELous CLown: Or, 
do me the Honour to accept of a Hamper of 
Wine (juſt arriv'd from France) as a Preſent. 

Sir Zim. Ay, Sir, with all my Heart — where 
is it ? 

Frien. In the next Room — Tl ſtep, and help 
bring it in. 

(Goes our and re-enters, helping the Porter in 
with the Hamper — and ſets it down about 
the middle of the Stage). 

Sir Tim. You'll excule my being ſo free, Mr. 
Friendly ! —— It brings to my Mind an old Pro- 
verb 


Fe that will not when he may, 
When he will he ſhall have nay. 


So, adod—I—I— ſeldom refuſe any Thing — 
Frien. (afide) Better you had this 
Sir Tim. Well, Nir. Friendly, follow me, and 


T'll let you have the Money. L Exit. 
Frien. I'll follow— Now Lovewell's your Time, 
or never. [ Exit. 


Lovewell peeps out of the Hamper. 


TED | 10 
So the Coaſt is clear now Fortune do 
your wort. . | [Gets out. 


AIR X. The Play of Love. 


What lovely Charms do 1 behold , 
Great Jeve was cus ious in thy Mould. 
Oh / bow my Senſes raviſh'd are, 
Avaunt, thou horrid, black Deſpair, 
Ire Bliſs obtain'd, I graſp it here. 


8 | Embraces her. 
Teo. Oh Heavens! Lovewell“ l 


- 


5 | Love. 
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Love. At your Service, Madam You ſee, 
my Dear, what various Stratagems Love can in- 
vent Now is the only Lime to make us for 

, cover happy — 


Leo. How I'm frighten'd! for fear you ſhould ; 


be dilcoyer'd. 
AIR XI. Let Ambition fire thy Mind. 


. — l F 
6 oh — 27 7 
Nee 


Leo. Oh ! bow anxious is my Mind, 
When at Bliſs I would attain, 
Tho ſweet Love does promiſe kind, 
Tet triumphant bear will reign. 
Love. Lovely Charmer, fly this Place, 
. Now ſecure from all Alarms; 
| Where Joy flews, and Fear doth ceaſe, 
And wanton in each other's Arms. 


Leo. How can it be done ? 
> Love. Why make your Eſcape with me, 
2 whilſt Opportunity ſerves nay ! ſtay not 
one Moment perhaps may make us wretched for 
ever 
Leo. Well — III take your Advice for once - 
: _ Pray don't do any thing — but what you 
©. ſhou'd. 


Love. Nothing, my Love— but what you'll be 


3, very well pleas d at 
Teo. If lo! — the ſooner the better. 
[ Exeunt running. 


Enter Clown. 
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$ Soft IJ where am I — oh! right enough 
3. How the Devil I got here without being ſeen I 


cant tel however I've miſs'd Crab—— let 
ne C 2 77 
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Il get into it—— and who knows but this may | * 


me ſee—— where can I ſtow my ſelf that T maynt 


- Yndong « — ſtop ye Villains wich the Bastet 
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be diſcover'd 


oh! here's a Basket- I-Cod '? 
be put here on purpoſe to hide Maygery's 1 P 
Suitor in —— Egad if it be ſo, mayhap I may 
catch en, and then, d'ye ſee—— Ize have m 
Revenge I 


AIR XII Mad Moll. * 


J- Cod, an he happens to come, 

The Weight o this Hond he ſball know ; 
For Drubbing ſhall then be his Doom, 
And Mercy is what [ll not ſhow. 

{if Mercy he craves, Dll reply, 

An Enemy, Mercy ne'er knows, 

The more he for Mercy does cry, 

The faſter ['ll lay on my Blows. 


$5, good Basket, by your Leave. (Gets into it.) 


Enter Sir Tim. ſeeing him. 


What — art there again, thou dear Limb of 
- Hell — will nothing tame your Courage — nor 


can I invent no Way to cool your Flame — 
Oh! a lucky Thought — adod, I — I'll waſh the 
Rogue, and ſee how that will agree with him— 
d'ye hear — (to his Servants, who enter and carr) 
out the Basket) — take that Hamper there— and 
throw it into the Horſe-pond — be ſure ye ſop it 
well away with it — now for my Daugh- 
ter Lenne, why Tenne, I ſay — I warrant 
ſhe's got into ſome Corner, lamenting the Loſs of 


her Mate — (Goes out to ſeek her, and returns in s 


Paſſion) — Hell! and Confuſion ! I'm ruin'd | 
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SCENE V. A Tard. 
Enter Clown wet, Sir Tim. and Servants following. 


Sir Tim. Sirrah, you're a Hypacritical Raskal 
Hand if you don't immediately inform me where 
my Daughter is, I'll — (Holding up his Stick.) 

Clown No — upon my Word, Sir— I'd rather 
not indeed. 

Sir Tim. What, Sirrah ? 

Clown. Have any more of Crab for Ize ne- 
yer lov'd ſowre Things in all my Life 

Sir Tim. What— do you quibble with me, 
you Villin—— take that, you Raskal, for your 
Impudence. (Striking him.) 


Enter Lovewell and Leonora, who kneel to Sir 
Timothy, Friendly following. 


Sir Tim, Well, Sir——and who in the Name 
of Beelzebub are you (To Lovewell.) 

Love. Lovewell by Name, Sir——and your 
Son-in-Law by Marriage to this fair Lady 

(Pointing to Leo.) 

Sir Tim. Death! and the Devil, am I trick d 
at laſt! | 

Frien. Even ſo, Sir Timothy—— but be not fo 
Cholerick you have no Caule to repentgit— 
for the Gentleman, to whom your Daughter is 
marry'd—is in every Reſpe& her Equal | 


Sir Tim. Ay, Sir, provided 1 give her no- 
thing——However, ſince he has got the Baggage, 


cen 


be Lucxy MisrAK E. 2 
chere ll be hang'd if the Dog hasn't ſqueez'd 
her in with him. (Exit. running) 
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1 een let him keep her If my Bleſſing can be 

* of any Service to em I give it freely — but 

' . as for any Thing elle, Il ſee how they deſerve 
firſt— 


AIR XIII. The Midſummer Wiſh. 


I. 


Love. No more ſball anxious Cares poſſeſs 
| My Goddeſs fair — but Bliſs enſue. 
15 | (Embacing her) 
Leo. When circl'd thus, what Happineſs 
. Do I enjoy, my Soul, with you. 
Love, Now Mirth take Place, and Mufick play, 
Leo. And Notes harmonious ever ſound, 
1 | G In Honour to this happy Day, 
1 Both > MWbich now our Loves with Bliſs hath 
1 97 TS crown'd. 
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Love. No more ſhall Fears our Bliſs annoy, 

| Our Lives ſhall now continually 

Leo. Be ons perpetual Scene of Foy, 

And thus we'll live from Danger free. 

Love. Let Joy take Place, and Mirth diſplay, 

Leo. Aud Notes harmonious ever ſound 

| g In Honour to this happy Day, 

Both, Vbich now our Loves with Bliſs bath 
C crown'd, * 


Sir Tim. Well——now we are all Friends, 
1 IT muſt enquire into theſe Diſaſters which have 
1 happen d If this Gentleman is Lovewell 

1 who are you, Friend, that has been ſo well cud- 
gell'd, and waſh'd, and, by what I can find, under 
Fl 2 Miſtake too—— 


lt. Clown 
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The Lucky MisTAKEt. © 23 
Clown. Why, Ize tell you, Sir — my name 
is Roger, and I have in ſome Meaſure a Diſpett 
for your Maid Margery, and I-Cod I was jealous 
of her, and was if poſſible, d'ye ſee, refolv'd to 
be fatisfy'd——but inſtead of being fatisfy'd, I 
have been ſerv'd— as you know how (ſrugging) 
tho' in my Heart I believe ſhe loves me too 

Sir Tim. Well, then to compleat this Night 

* of Jubilee, you ſhall be marry'd to her immedi- 

© ately——go one of you, and bid Margery come 

- . hither-——And the hundred Pounds, Mr. Friendly, 

which you borrow'd of me upon good Security, 

T'll give to him, to ſtruggle with in this World, 

in what Station he pleales——as a Satisfaction for 
what he has undergone—— 

Love. And to let you ſee, Sir——that I am 

your Daughter's Equal there's a hundred 

Pound more to put to what Uſe he ſhall think 


proper. 


Enter Margery. 


Sir Tim. Well, Margery, what ſay you 
have you a Reſpe& for this Man, ſo as to be 
marry'd to him, 

Marg. Yes, an't pleaſe you. 

Sir Tim, Now ware all agreed, let Joy be 
the Conſequence. | 

Marg. How came you ſo wet, Roger? 

Clown. My own Fooliſhneſs Jealouſy. 

Marg. Ay——you wou'dn't believe me, and 
you ſee what you've got by't. | 

Clown. Faith, Margery, I've had my Deſerts, 
that's the Truth on't-— (Hering his Money to 
ber)— but mum now. 


Sir Tim. 
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© - Sir Tim, Come my Children, a Word of Ad- | 
vice, and then a Dance. | 


Parents may ſee by what is paſt, - 
N ben Daughters long — they will not faſti | 


F 


«+» * 4 \ 
: * PF —_ 4 a | # 
: - R 
N 1 * 
La +7 © a , 
TY * =, 
4 ' I ; 7 
1 . . - 
1 
- 
= oO 
= " 4 
* 
9 * 


1 


0 V TUNES| 


IN THE 


JEALOUS CLOWN 


On THE 


| h 1 pat IR I. Come my brave Hearts. 


ee eee PN — — 


TS] 2 
= SEE SEES 28255 mw J 
SER = 


. — 


4 —— — 
— 
2682 — w ”» gy <_—_ 


be op * e JzArous Clown; * , 
| 'A IR II. The = Clown. 


Sean 


3 « 


AIR III. No ſcornful Beauty. 


— 
4 


125 


— — — — ——— D— — 


e EE 


—Þ 


If 925 Abs me relief. 


EE 


AIR IV. 
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AIR V. Three Sheep skins. 
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AIR VI. Gilline ot Croydne. 
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AIR X. Play of Love. 
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AIR XII. W Moll. 
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